8                       A LITERARY MAN'S POLITICAL EXPERIENCES
the basis of my own personal observation and experience 1 formed
my impressions: Communists were well-read. They could talk on any
subject and could argue at any place. Skilled in presenting their views
logically, they knew how to establish their position firmly. They
were men of courage who shunned ostentation and never aspired
for the comforts of life. They had close ties with the people.
I was 12-years-old at that time and the ambition of my life was
to rise to be a full time worker of the Communist Party. Spurred
by that desire, I read all sorts of books, most of which I could
hardly understand. I thought deeply about what I had read till my
head reeled.
The older Communist comrades treated me with every mark
of equality and affection. In my excess of enthusiasm 1 sought to
discuss many matters with them. Several of those discussions served
as preliminary training for me. Social and political work, as far as I
was concerned, remained restricted to walking along the street
with the flag in hand and watching the games at the boys' associa-
tion.
Shouting slogans at conferences and processions to the point
of developing a hoarse throat came to be regarded by me as a
particularly noteworthy service to the cause. I was proud when I
had opportunities to get on the platform at a Communist Party
rally, stand in front of the "mike" and, before the commencement
of the meeting, to sing the songs of Bharati and the political
propaganda ballads of Jeevanandam, V.N. Tirumurti, Kovai
Ramadas and others.
Having such an association with a political movement, living
with Communist workers, discussing with them, and getting trained,
I remained nonetheless a 12-year-old boy. Suddenly, at dead of night,
I would sit on my bed and start weeping. "I want to go home," 1
would moan. The comrades would pacify me by promising to send
me home on the following day and they would put me back to sleep.
The following morning they would tease me for what I had done.
Those seasoned communists, engaged in a variety of party duties
* and other intense activities, had thus on their hands an awkward
youngster. The trouble that all this gave rise to, and my own tire-
some nagging, led them one day to buy "half-a-ticket" for me and to
p.ut me on the train to Cuddalore.